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Summary: Re:Zero short crackfic collection. Unrelated to each other unless specified 
otherwise. May contain crack-filled spoilers for later arcs.1: (100% SUBARU) Capella 
uses her authority on Subaru, transforming him into a monster.2: (reinhard but hes a 
bitch) For a moment Subaru is just confused. And then it hits him. Literally. Reinhard’s 
breadstick hit him. Reinhard just threw a breadstick at him. “Reinhard, what the fuck,” 
Subaru says. 


*Chapter 1*: 100% SUBARU 


Capella laughs wildly, pushing her foot down harder. 


Subaru, pinned beneath her, wheezes. The terror and anger coursing through him 
stops him saying anything just as well as her foot on his chest. 


“Let’s see what lurks beneath your skin, meatbag!” Capella shrieks, reaching out and 
grabbing Subaru’s face. 


And then Subaru screams. 


It feels terrible. His bones break and reshape and elongate. His organs liquify and sag 
and drip-drip-drip into new positions. His limbs fold and melt together and then wrench 
themselves apart. 


He can feel it—the sensation is so utterly bizarre—as his skin turns to something 
harder, as his gut expands and grows, as his legs buckle and shift into something 
inhuman. He loses the sensation of touch and is left with only a muffled feeling of 
pressure. His other senses go haywire, as scrambling and desperate as his mind. 
His scream is distorted, joined by a terrible growling sound. 


Capella steps away. Her expression is twisted in revulsion and sick fascination. She 
opens her mouth—to laugh, to insult, to degrade—but then Subaru turns to look at her. 


He can feel fire in his new body. No—he can feel explosions. Hundreds of them. 
Thousands of them. He snarls, and the area is cast in red-and-yellow light. 


He lurches forwards with the power of more than a hundred horses. He was built for 
speed and endurance and he has achieved it, past that which any beast from this world 
is capable. He hits Capella. She screams and screams and dies beneath him. 


Subaru, panting, looks around the room. There’s only him and Crusch, and she is weak 
and unconscious from Capella’s Dragon’s Blood. 


Subaru looks down at himself. 
He’s a monstrosity. 
He’s half man, half...nightmare. 


No. He’s a— 


Felis charges into the room. “Crusch!” he screams, desperate. “Crusch!” 
There’s something here. 
He skids to a stop, fearfully watching the shadows. 


It's huge. He can see its giant, yellow-red eyes watching him. It’s bigger than any beast 
he’s seen before, judging by those eyes, with the sole exception of the white whale. 


Its eyes dye the room red. In its light, Felis can see Crusch, crumpled on the ground. 
Blood is smeared everywhere, crimson and bright in the glare of the beast’s eyes. 


The body of the beast is wreathed in shadows. It looms. Its silhouette is twisted and 
distorted. “Crusch, are you alright?” Felis whispers. Fear strangles away his voice. 
“Subaru?” 


The beast comes forth. 


The first thing Felis sees is Subaru, exhausted—his face and his chest and his arms 
and his torso. And then Subaru stops. He ends. That is it. 


No. He’s merged into something else. 

He’s merged into the beast Felis can see lurking beneath him. 

The next thing Felis sees is its shiny black armor, or carapace, or scales. He doesn’t 
know what it is, but it looks metallic and foreign and smooth and strange and utterly 


impenetrable. 


Then he sees its domed, raised back, arching above and behind it. He sees its eyes, 
two sets of them—one large and angular and layered in red and yellow, and the other 
smaller and circular and beady. He sees two tiny little ears, almost cute on any other 
beast. He sees its limbs, which look less like legs or hands or arms and more like inky 
black tar. 


He sees its mouth, or what must be its mouth. It’s huge. It’s stretched in a grin of white 
and black bars. 


He can hear it, growling, low and terrible and constant. 

He can smell it, the strange stink of it, so different from anything Felis has ever known. 
It is incomprehensible. 

It is, although Felis does not know this, a 2021 Subaru Outback Limited XT. 

Subaru is half man, half car. 

“Felis,” Subaru says. His voice strained. His eyes are desperate. “Felis, I’m a cencar.” 


He is 100% Subaru. 


*Chapter 2*: reinhard but hes a bitch 


“So? What'd we miss?” Subaru asks, grinning wide. He is so glad to be back in 
Lugnica. The capital is a heavy source of negative memories, but at the same time it’s 
where so much good started that he can’t help but be delighted to be standing on its 
streets. 


“Not much,” Reinhard says, smiling back. His smile fades and he clears his throat. 
“What, worried you're being left out?” 


Subaru squints at him, mildly confused. “Uh. A little bit, yeah. | wanna be one of the 
cool kids.” 


Reinhard eats a fancy breadstick aggressively. He has a very delicate frown on his 
face. “Too bad. No one cares about your insecurities, Subaru.” 


Subaru squints harder. He is mildly offended, but Reinhard’s words aren’t anything he 
hasn't already said to himself. Instead he’s mostly concerned. He turns to the others. 
“Is he feeling alright?” 


Felis is watching Reinhard with a completely dead-inside expression. “He’s been like 
this for two days,” he says, monotone. 


Subaru turns and stares blankly at Reinhard. Reinhard stares back, biting down 
aggressively again. It would be more intimidating, but Reinhard has apparently 
forgotten that he already ate the fancy breadstick, so instead he’s just chomping angrily 
on air. It looks incredibly stupid. 


“This isn’t right,” Subaru decides with complete conviction. “Why is it happening?” 


Felis sighs. “Felt told him to be less nice. Her, ah, exact words were be more of a bitch, 
Reinhard.” 


For a moment Subaru is just confused. And then it hits him. Literally. Reinhard’s 
breadstick hit him. Reinhard just threw a breadstick at him. “Reinhard, what the fuck,” 
Subaru says. 


“Stop talking like I’m not in the room,” Reinhard demands. There is a whine to his tone. 


“Oh no,” Subaru breathes, horrified, as the rest of Felis’ sentences hits him, 
metaphorically this time. “Oh no,” he repeats. “He’s a bitch.” 


“He’s a bitch,” Felis agrees. 


“Sad because you can’t walk all over me?” Reinhard jeers. His words are in sharp 
contrast to his sad-puppy facial expression. “Too bad. Now shut your mouths and follow 
me. You’ve wasted enough time with your gawping.” 


Subaru whimpers. 


Felis sighs again, louder and more dead inside. “Stay after the meeting,” he whispers 
to Subaru. “We'll figure out what to do from there.” 


Subaru nods desperately. 

The meeting is absolutely awful. 

Okay. It’s not too bad. It’s really, really nice for Subaru to see everyone—after all the 
mess and stress that he’s been through, it’s great to just unwind. It’s only the members 


of the Crusch Camp, Anastasia Camp, Emilia Camp, and Felt Camp this time. Under 
normal circumstances, Subaru would consider this more of a fun hang-out with friends 


than anything else. He hasn't gotten to see these people for a while—at least half a 
year, by now. 


Sure, it can be stressful seeing so many powerful and/or annoying people in one place, 
but it’s nothing compared to dying repeatedly. So Subaru is completely ready to enjoy 
this semi-impromptu reunion. 


Except there’s Reinhard. 


It starts off small. Felis goes first, telling everyone what he’s been up to—nothing much, 
mostly procedural political stuff. Subaru tunes him out, because yeah, he’s a knight, but 
also he doesn't really care. Beako, sitting on his lap, gives him a judgmental look, but 
doesn't try to get him to focus. She’s used to dealing with him. She knows what Subaru 
is like. 


Subaru’s so lucky to have her. 


And then Felis finishes, and there’s a small pause in the conversation where it’s 
someone else’s turn to talk. 


Julius turns to Reinhard and smiles benignly. “And you, Reinhard?” he asks, as 
cultured as a pétri dish. “Have the Felt Camp’s operations been successful?” 


Reinhard doesn’t smile back. Instead he does something weird with his eyebrows. 
“Much more successful than yours, I’m sure.” 


Subaru chokes. 


Julius looks like he’s been smacked in the face with a rotting fish. “Um,” he manages. “I 
—am happy to hear that your camp has been running so smoothly.” 


Subaru sputters. Beako, on his lap, turns and looks at him, then at Reinhard. 


“You seem a little off-balance,” Reinhard says. His voice is low, like an incredibly awful 
attempt at a smooth, condescending purr. He just sounds like he’s made a very bad 
pun and is now gloating about it. It hits Subaru like a punch to the face. “You're feeling 
threatened because you're not the top dog anymore.” 


Julius gasps like a mom in a 70s sitcom. “I am most certainly a bigger bitch than you! | 
have worked very hard to achieve this level of bit—” 


Anastasia clears her throat. 


“—knightly chivalry,” Julius amends. “Your insults to chivalry are inexcusable, but due 
to extenuating circumstances | will refrain from pursuing atonement.” 


Reinhard takes a deep breath. He closes his eyes and his hands ball into fists. His 
expression twists in pain. He says very, very carefully, “Bitch.” 


He opens one eye, and then the other. Everyone stares at him. Subaru is in shock. 


He sticks his tongue out incompetently. Subaru didn’t know that it was possible to stick 
one’s tongue out incompetently before. It looks rather like a kitten who has forgotten 
that its tongue exists and so has just left it hanging out of its mouth. 


Crusch leans over to Felis. “I was under the impression that all of the camps got along 
well,” she whispers to him, also incompetently. Subaru did know that people could 
whisper incompetently, but he didn’t know Crusch was the type. Maybe she just forgot 
how to whisper? That's depressing. Subaru is going to cry. 


“Your whisper-voice is awful,” Reinhard whispers with a haughty sniff. 


“Hey, you’re in no place to throw stones,” Subaru interjects, because if he doesn’t say 
something he'll explode. “I could hear your whisper from here.” 


“Of course you could hear my whisper from here,” Reinhard snaps back. “Here | 
intentionally whispered loud enough for you to hear.” 


“Hear or here?” Subaru asks, confused. 


“Whatever!” Reinhard shouts, throwing his hands in the air. He is frowning sulkily. He 
looks like a sad puppy. He stands up suddenly and flips his hair dramatically. 


“You don’t have enough hair for a dramatic hair-flip,” Subaru can’t resist pointing out. 
His voice is wavering. 


“Shut up,” Reinhard says, teary-eyed. “You guys are being so mean to me. This is 
bullying. I’m out.” And then he turns and leaves. 


Felt starts laughing as soon as he’s out the door. 

“Mew get out, too,” Felis tells her. “Go. Shoo.” 

“This is,” Felt wheezes, “the best week ever.” 

“He’s been like this for a whole week?” Emilia gasps. 

“Out!” Felis points angrily at Felt. His tail lashes. Subaru sympathizes greatly. 


Felt slides down lower and lower in her seat until she slips off in under the table. Her 
laughter continues, now muffled by the table. 


Felis nods in approval. Seriously he says, “We have to do something about him." 


“Yes,” Emilia says, also nodding solemnly. Felt cackles louder. “I don’t know Reinhard 
very well, but that was horrific. Also, Subaru is crying.” 


“Are they tears of laughter or pain, | suppose?” Beako asks, sliding off Subaru’s lap and 
stealing Reinhard’s now-vacated seat. She kicks Felt. 


“|—I don’t know,” Subaru wheezes, falling off his chair. 

“This clearly ain’t sustainable,” Anastasia agrees. “Someone’s gotta deal with ‘im.” 
“Nya vote Subaru,” Felis volunteers immediately. 

“Seconded,” Julius says, buffing his fingernails angrily. 

“Betty’s contractor will perform admirably, in fact,” Beako says, like a little traitor. 
“Subaru it is!” Emilia chirps happily. 

“This is,” Subaru gasps, “treason.” He catches his breath and stands up. “Why me?” 
“Great meow-ting, everyone,” Felis calls, blatantly ignoring Subaru. Subaru 
immediately knows that they've chosen him because he is easy prey. “We'll pick it up 
and continue tomorrow, when Reinhard is normal again.” 

“Wait, no, don’t pretend | didn’t—” Subaru starts to say. 

“Thank you for your sacrifice, | suppose,” Beako says, shoving Subaru out of the room. 
The door slams shut behind him. 

Reinhard, who was staring out the window majestically, whirls around to see Subaru. 
He sniffs passive-aggressively, then obviously decides that passive-aggressive wasn’t 


enough and makes direct eye contact with Subaru while violently snorting. 


“Oh my god,” Subaru squeaks. 


“Yes, that’s me,” Reinhard says, still holding eye contact. 


“That's kind of hot—” Subaru immediately slaps himself in the face. He cannot deal with 
this right now. He clears his throat. “Heeeeey there, Reinhard.” 


“What do you want,” Reinhard asks flatly. He turns his nose up. 

“Can you stop being a bitch, please?” Subaru asks nicely. 

Reinhard gasps for a very long period of time. Subaru is impressed by his breath 
control. He stops being impressed when Reinhard chokes on air and doubles over and 


continues gasping compulsively because his previous gasping was clearly too much for 
him to handle. 


“No,” Reinhard says, coughing. 
“Please?” Subaru repeats. He is not above begging. He is far, far below begging. 


Reinhard’s eyes water. He sniffles and wipes away a perfect tear. “Do you not like me 
anymore?” 


“Um,” Subaru says. Reinhard looks like a sad puppy. Subaru suddenly really wants to 
punch Reinhard. He wants to punch Reinhard so much. It'd be so great. Subaru is 
extremely ready to punch Reinhard. 

Reinhard gasps again. He has learned from last time, and so the gasp is more normal. 
“You don’t like me anymore! You don’t like me now that I’m standing up for myself! Ugh! 
Subaru—” 


Reinhard cuts himself off and closes his eyes, visibly psyching himself up again. 
“You're so—damn—mean!” 


Subaru wants to cry. “Reinhard, was that the second time you’ve ever cursed?” 
“No,” Reinhard mutters petulantly. 

“Was it,” Subaru repeats. 

“That is none of your business,” Reinhard says primly. 


“Reinhard, you need to stop,” Subaru says. “You’re—” He can’t say this with a straight 
face. “You're destroying yourself.” 


“No, Subaru,” Reinhard whispers, moving in close. “I’m imporving myself.” 

“Do you mean improving,” Subaru whispers back, sobbing. 

“Yes, Subaru,” Reinhard murmurs lowly. Seductively. “I meant improving.” 

“You’re such a fucking idiot,” Subaru says, at a normal tone of voice. He is still sobbing. 


“lam not an effing idiot,” Reinhard says back, visibly hurt. He clears his throat. “I mean. 
How dare you call me a—a fu—A—” 


“Take your time,” Subaru says. He is now on the floor, because he was having trouble 
sobbing and standing up at the same time. 


“| can’t do it,” Reinhard realises, completely and utterly devastated. This is the most 
devastated Subaru has ever seen him. Reinhard looks like someone has just kicked his 


puppy. 


Subaru manages to get his sobbing under control. He stands up shakily. He looks 
Reinhard dead in the eyes and tries to ignore the tears streaming down his face. 
“Reinhard,” he says, his voice hoarse. And then he punches Reinhard in the face. 


“Shit!” Subaru is back on the ground again, because punching Reinhard in his 
perfectly-chiseled face fucking hurt. “Ouch!” 


“Why’d you do that?” Reinhard asks, sadly. Subaru manages to look up at him from his 
spot on the floor. Reinhard now looks simultaneously like someone who’s puppy just 
got kicked and the puppy in question. It is lethal. It is too powerful for Subaru, who 
instantly dies. 


“Shit!” Subaru returns, back on the ground. “Ouch!” 

“Why’d you do that?” Reinhard asks, sadly. 

Subaru does not look at Reinhard because he doesn’t want to fucking die. “You can’t 
keep doing this, Reinhard,” he monologues into the floor. The floor is really dusty, and 
it’s very gross. “I know you think you’ve evolved from a puppy to a bitch, but this is the 


opposite of an evolution.” 


“Subaru,” Reinhard interrupts. “This intervention would be much more effective if you 
weren't grinding your face into the floor.” 


“Shut up, Reinhard,” Subaru says. “Anyways. Yeah. If this is an evolution, it’s like— 
from a dinosaur into a chicken. You were much cooler before.” 


“But, Subaru,” Reinhard says, distressed, “what if | were secretly a chicken this whole 
time?” 


Subaru chokes, inhaling a whole bunch of floor dust. He sits up, wheezing, and 
chances a glance at Reinhard. 


Reinhard still looks devastatingly adorable, but Subaru is prepared now, and also 
Subaru’s eyes are watering from both the floor dust and Reinhard’s aura of sheer 
stupidity. “You’re not a—a chick—a chicken,” Subaru stammers out, coughing. 


“Are you sure?” Reinhard asks. He lowers his voice a bit. It takes on a confessional 
tone. He squats down near Subaru. “I—I am doing this because Felt asked me, yes, 
but I’ve found myself enjoying it. And—” 


His voice goes even lower. “I do not have a divine protection activated to assist me.” 


Reinhard stares at Subaru, completely vulnerable. He clearly is imparting a great 
secret. 


Subaru makes a donkey sound and has to go stare at the floor for a bit longer. 


When he’s able to breathe again, he sits up. “You’re saying,” he manages, “that you 
don’t have a divine protection of bitchiness activated?” 


Reinhard nods solemnly. “That's right, Subaru.” He leans forwards and whispers, “This 
is one-hundred percent organic, all-natural bitch.” 


Subaru goes back to making donkey sounds. 
“Subaru—” Reinhard leans away. When Subaru manages to stop wheezing, he can 
see that Reinhard looks incredibly hurt. “I’m sorry,” Reinhard says sincerely. “I shouldn't 


have told you that.” 


“No—” Subaru gasps. “No, Reinhard, it’s—” he wheezes— “it’s fine. | am. Completely 
shocked by this information. |. Really value your trust in me.” 


Reinhard nods, melancholy. 


“’’m—’ Subaru takes a deep breath. This physically hurts him to stay. “I’m not going to 
make you stop. You can do whatever you want." 


Reinhard's eyes widen. Subaru immediately rushes to do damage control. "But, 
Reinhard, this doesn’t suit you.” 


“You think—I’m not a chicken?” Reinhard stares at Subaru hopefully. 


Subaru hisses out his breath. “Please stop using the chicken metaphor,” he says, high- 
pitched. 


“Okay,” Reinhard says, nodding. “I—I am not a chi—oh, sorry. | mean, | am not a—” He 
leans forwards again and his voice drops to a whisper once more. “I am not a bitch.” 


“And how does that feel to say, Reinhard?” Subaru asks. His voice is incredibly 
strained. 


Reinhard hums and leans back. “I feel bad for using the word bitch,” he says 
contemplatively. “It feels rude to women.” 


Subaru nods. “Okay,” he chokes out. “So what are you going to do about it?” 
“I’m going to destroy the world,” Reinhard says determinedly. 

“Reinhard what the fuck,” Subaru squeaks. 

“Haha,” Reinhard says. “It’s just a joke.” 

“Oh,” Subaru lets out a big gust of air. “Why would you joke about that?” 

“To make myself a more likeable and approachable person,” Reinhard says petulantly. 
“Ahahaa,” Subaru says. 

“That’s not a laugh,” Reinhard says, activating sad-puppy mode. 

Subaru laughs. 

“Thank you,” Reinhard says, deactivating sad-puppy mode. 

“You’re super mean,” Subaru complains. 

Reinhard looks horrified. 

“No, no, | was joking, don’t—” 


Reinhard bows his head and looks at the ground. “It’s okay, Subaru,” he says, more 
perfect tears rolling down his perfect face. “I understand.” 


“No, Reinhard.” Subaru grabs Reinhard’s face in his hands. He can't believe this is 
happening. Subaru has ascended into a state of unreality. Subaru has experienced 
many things since getting isekai'd. He has not experienced this whole thing. He hasn't. 
Nope. This whole thing never happened. Lalalala. 


Reinhard is still looking at Subaru. Subaru squishes his cheeks. Sincerely he says, 
“You don’t understand, because you're a fucking idiot.” 


“This isn’t making me feel any better,” Reinhard whispers. 
“Fucking idiot,” Subaru repeats, monotone. 

“Okay. But not a—a—” Reinhard can’t say the word. 

“Not a bitch,” Subaru confirms. 


Reinhard’s eyes water. “But what if I—I want to be—a—a bi—” 


Reinhard can't say it. Subaru’s donkey sounds make a sudden return. He lets go of 
Reinhard and doubles over and brays into the ground. He catches his breath quicker 
than before because he's built up an immunity. He sits up. “You do you, Reinhard,” he 
croaks. 


“lll do me,” Reinhard repeats. He nods determinedly. “Thank you, Subaru. You’ve really 
helped me learn more about myself.” 


“Glad to help,” Subaru says. His voice is hoarse. “Let's go tell the others.” He can’t wait 
to go hide somewhere and cry for an extended amount of time. For once, Beako will 
know why Subaru is crying himself to sleep. 


“Right.” Reinhard stands up, and offers a hand to Subaru. 

Subaru reaches up and takes it. Reinhard pulls him up. And up. And up. 
He is now carrying Subaru with one arm. 

Hello there, donkey noises. 


Reinhard opens the door to the meeting room carefully. “Put me down,” Subaru 
demands. He would be crying, but he is extremely dehydrated and extremely in denial. 


“Sorry,” Reinhard says, putting Subaru down. His face is doing something weird. 
Something—amused. Subaru stares at him, then twists around to see everyone staring 
at them both pointedly. They have not left the meeting room. They all turn to look at 
Reinhard pointedly. They are completely synchronised. 


The table makes a sound that is eerily similar to guys let me out from under the table | 
promise I'll be nice and won’t make Reinhard do anything so just let me out okay! 
Subaru is very scared. 


“| have an announcement to make,” Reinhard says. 
Felis leans forwards eagerly. 
“’'m an effing idiot,” Reinhard says grandly. 


Felis wipes away a proud tear. Emilia sniffles. Julius lets out a sigh. Anastasia hums. 
Beako makes a moose sound, because she takes after Subaru. 


“What is wrong with you all?” Crusch whispers, radiating distress. 
“Thank you for telling us, Reinhard,” Felis says. 


“This is so much more entertaining than anything I’d imagined,” says the table 
wonderingly, in a voice suspiciously like Felt’s. 


Felis shoves her back down beneath the table. 


Reinhard bows. “Thank you for being so accepting. We'll table this discussion for now. | 
believe | should take my lady with me when | exit.” 


He picks up the table and leaves. 
As he passes Subaru on the way out, he smirks. 


“He really is a fucking idiot,” Felt says, lying on the floor, right beneath where the table 
was. 


“No,” Subaru breathes, horrified and awed as all the pieces click into place. “No. He’s a 
bitch.” 


